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RICHARD CŒUR-DE-LION. 



Takkn from a French opéra by Monsieur Se- 
daîD^, was produced with great success at Drury 
Lane in nrR6. The managers of Covent Garden 
acccpted anotii** translation of thè same pièce 
from Mr. Macnally, iwul a^etnrt of contest ensued 
between the twu théâtres, for precedency of re- 
présentation. Mr. Maunivlly succeded as to time, 
but not at ail in point of efFect ; and though at the 
Covent Garden Richard was playua a few nights 
cotemporary with the rival opéra at Drury Lane, 
the latter maintained its ground, and Mr. Mac- 
nally's was eventually withdrawn, although then 
it possessed much more of probability and histori- 
cal fûct. — General Burgoyne has, however, given 
most satisfactory reasons for deviating from this 
original in the subjoined advertisment. 

"In adapting the folio wing scènes to the English 
stage, no adventitious matter has been introduced l 
8ome liberty, however, has been taken in effecting 
the principle incident of the pièce; the discovery 
of Richard's confinement being now given to 
HiMatilda in place of Blondel, as well to increase 
tbe interest of the situation, as to avoid the less 
afTecting interposition of the heroinein the latter 
• part of the drania. — The élégant author of this 
' romance, will pardon a freedom which has been 
taken with no other view than that of giving the 
best assistance of our stage to his admired com- 
position." 
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ACTI. 

SCENE I. ^ View of a êirong Ofslh^ éiuated'id a toUâ 
numntainous Country ; on one sid^ a ruiiic.'éiqnnif^ 

home ; on ifie other a stone seaî. 

« •/ 

During ihe overture, old Matthew, Dorcab, afii jew&f : 
PeasanU, pass over the Slage^ wUhtheir Vforking Tbok^ 
as retumingfrom tlieir labour, / 

Chorus of Peasanis,* / 

CoME sing, corne dancô, 

For lo-raorrow is the day;"^ 
Corne sing, corne dance, 

'Tis old Matlhew's w«iding-day. 
Tes, to-morrow, you know, 
To liis house we rfiaU go, 
To drink and b» gay, , 

. To dance, siwff, «ind play 
Away whA alleorrow, 
For joj^tîomea lo-morrotr. 
<M M, I an> nappy, I swear, 
My Dorcas, my de»Ct 
To thiflk that to-moirow is our wedding-day, 

PoETT. — ^DoxcAs and old Mattbew, 

Thougli weVe sixty years old, 
Liet the young ones behold, 
Our âge, like our youth, is contented and gay 

*The irregularity of the measure in ail the noetry of ihis open^ 
proeeedi ftaca ita liaTiqg been adapted to the rrench muaic. 
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Chorus. Corne sing, come dance, 

To-morrow*s Iho day ; 

Come sing, come dance, 

Tis old Mathew's weddmg-day, 
Tes, to-morrow, you know, 
To his liouse we shall go, 
To drink and be gay, 
To dance, sing, and play ; 
Away with ail sorrow. 
For joy cornes to-morrow. lExeuni, 

Enter Matilda, afler ihe last Chorus, M in hy 

Antonio. 

MaU Antonio, what sounds were those ? Surely they 
Were sin^ing. 

Ant. It is onTy tlie villagers wlio are retuming from 
the fi%lds î the sun is setling, and they hâve done their 
work. 

MaL Where are we now, my gentle guide ? 

./4?i/.You are not far from a great old castle, with 
towers ^nd Hattlements, And there now, if you had 
your 8ighi,yott might see two eoldiers on the walls with 
their cross-bows. 

MaU I am eadly Ur'd. 

Jini' Stay-^thia way^—here is a stone — il is made into 
a seaV— [Jtfa/i/rfa sUs^ — what a pity you cannot see the 
prospect ; though so wild, ii is said to be as fine as any 
m ail Germany. Now juàt opposite to us is a very 
well looking houae, 'tis 9. farra, but as good m any gen- 
tlenian's. ^ 

Mat. Then ffo, my llttle friend, antf find out whether 
we can lodge there to niel^i, 

Ant. I wîll, and no doubl jr^ou may. Th«,owner is a 
foreigner, from England, as IhRy say ; and though he is 
very passionate, ail the village «ay he is very good 
natured. [Goiv^^ retums.'} But shall I find yoa hero 
when I come back •* 

Mai. Yes, truly, you may be pretty sure of that ; 
those that can't see are not over fond of wandering. 
But you will not fail to return. 

Jint. No, that I won't. [Going, stops.] But, sir, thert 
is something I hâve been wanting ail day to tell you. 
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Mal. Well, Antonio — what is it ? 

^rU. Why it is — it is — oh ! I am Fonj'— 

Mat, Speak, child î — tell me what is it ? — 

^nt. Why it is — and it vexes me sadly-T-that it wiH 
not be in my power to be yôur guide toW&orrow 

Jlfa/.. Ho w so, my littlefriend? 

Ant, I must go lo a wedding. — My grandfather and 
grandmother keep their wedding-day to*morrow, and 
my grandson, who is their brolher— 

MaL Your grandson — haveyou a grandson, Antonio ? 

Ant. No — their grandson, who is my brother, that's 
it — is to be married at the same time to a sweet, pretty, 
little girl of the village. 

Mat. But what will bécome of me without a guide? 

Anl. Oh, PU engage some one for you. Pli warrant ! 
and y ou inay contrive to eome to the wedding, and loin 
in ihe music, while we dance. We^Il manage never &ajr. 

MfU, You love dancing, Antonio I 

SONG.— Antonio, 

The merry dance I dearly love, 
For then. Collette, thy hand I seize, 
And press it too whene'er I please, « 

And none can see, and none reprovo : 
Then on thy cheek quick blushes glow, 
And then we whisper soft and low ; 
Oh ! how I grieve ! you ne'er hep charma can know. 

Sh6*8 sweet fifteen, Pm one year more, 
Yet stUl we are too young, they aay,; 
But we know botter sure than they, 
Youth should not lislen to threescore ; 
And Pm resolved Pli tell her so, 
When next we whisper soft and low; 
Oh ! how I grieve ! you he^er her charms can know. 

[Exii, 
Mai. Antonio ! — he is gone — now then I may safely use 
my BÏsïït. — \Takes the bandage from her ei/es.] A fortress, 
indeed — there are towers, and nioats, and battlements. 
They say it is strongly guarded, and almost inaccessible. 
Its appearance at least justifies ttie report that waa 
roade to me ; for in thls wild and sequesterM spot, euch 



SONG.— Matilda. 

Oli, R-icliard 1 oh, my love ! 

By tlîo faitiiless vvorld forgot, 
I alone in exile rove, 

To lainenl thy hapless lot. 
I alone of ail reinain 
To unbind Ihy cruel chain, 

By tlie faitiiless world forgot; 
T, wliose bosoin siink in grief, 
Loast bave strcnglli lo yicld relief. 

Delusive glory I faitiiless powe'rî 

Tlius tlie valiant you rcpay. 
In disaster's heavy hour, 

P""aitliless friendship's far away. 
Yel, royal youth, 
One faitliful heart, 

From tenderest trulh, 
Thougli hopeless, never sliall départ. 

Oh, Richard ! oh, my love î 
1^ the faitiiless world forgot ; 

I alone in exile rove, 

To lament thy hapless lot. 

But 1 liear a noise ; I must résume my disguise. 
Enier Si a Owen and Guillot. 
Sir O. ril teach you to bring letters to my daughter. 
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Guil. Sir, *twas the governor sent m«. 

Sir O. The governor î what's the governor to me? 

QuARTETTo.^— Matilda, Guillot, ond Sir Owen 

Sir O. What care I for the governor î 

Mat. O ! should it be, Ihis governor. [jAside, 

GuiL He sent me, I knew no better, 

with the letter. 

Sir O. My daughler listen to his art ! 
What, my Laurette, 
So far forget, 
The modest virgin^s duteous part ! 

And' thou — I pray, [7b GwUloi* 

Good knave, shall I the postage pay ? 
Guil. No, sir, indeed, 

There is no neod, 
Tm gone with specd. 

Enter Laurette. 

Sir O. Pray tell your governor, 
His hopes are vain 
Laurette to gain. 
His lordship is by far too ffood, 
And I would thank him if I could. 
Mat. If of this castle he should be 

The governor — what joy for me. [p^side, 

Guil. Yet he's my lord the governor ; 
Sir O. What'« he to me, your governor ; 
Be gone, I say, 
TouM best not stay ; 
And you, if ever I discover— [7b Latu 

Tou lend an ear 
To this designing lover, 
Then, then you shall bave cause tô fear. 
Mai. Ah ! should it be what joy for me. [Aside. 

Come, corne, my friends, no quarrel, pray ; 

[Ta Hum, 
Your anger cease, 
Keep, keep the peace, 
T^rjL What can this he ? , 

I nevcr seo 
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Ant» BeautifuX Laurette, my heart overflows with 
ecttacy and gratitude^ for ihe kind assurances you give me 
ofeternal élection. 

Sir O. Eternal affection — and that puis him into an 
ecstacy — very well. 

Ant. Ifmy atiendanee on ihe prisoner, whom I miut noi 

quU — 

Mat [Aside.'] The prisoner ! 

Ant, Ifmy aitendance on the prisoner, whom Imust noi 
quit^t wouid suffer me to go oui during ihe day — I wovM. 
nasien io ihrow mysdf 

Sir O. Into the ditch of your casUe, I hope. 

Mat, Whom I must not quit. [Aside.'\ — Read on 
quickly. \To Antonio, 

Ant. I woxM hasien (b ihrow mysdf ai your feei. But 
ifthis nighi — hère are aiome words blotted out. 

Mai. Well, what foUows ? 

Ant. Contrive some means to inform me, ai whai hour I 
may speak io you. Your iender, faiihfid, and eiemally 
constant Florestan. 

Sir O. Here^s a damnM govemor for you. — Oh î if I 
h&d him in England on the top of Penmanmawr 

Mat. What ! are you a Briton then ? 

Sir O. Yes, I am, eir ; and an enemy to slaves of 
course, in love or out 

Mai. Glorious nation ! But how cornes it, sir, that you 
are settled so far from your native country ? 

Sir O. Oh ! that is to long a story to tell you, but it 
would not hâve happened if I hadn't gone to the cru- 
sades at Palestine. 

Mat. What, under the brave Richard? 

Sir O. Brave ! ay ! I would follow him to the world's 
end — my ruin was no fault of his. — Well, you must 
know, that when I returned from Palestine, I found my 
father was dead — 

Mal. He was very old, perhaps. 
^ Sir O. No— but he was slain by a neighbour of his in 
nn^e combat : on my retum I reveng'd his death. 

Mat. Of course — ^you fled 

Sir O. Yes, with my daughter and wife, who is since 
dead-— my castle and my lands were forfeited-r-and at\er 
fighting her battles, I was sentenc'd by my ungrateful 
countiy 









E)irw"3ïxTiCDA, Lil-EETTi;, O/iJ AsTTWlO. 




I.OK. Pray, gooil vouUi, lell mi- n hil mj fuUier bas 




htitn ïayitii^ tu ymi, 

-Val. Are JQU ihepretty Laurellef 




;Wa(. YotirMIierisvcrynngry— he knowa llie con- 








I.UII. Yes— Plori»ta<i a bi<i imine— uni! did ;ga rsod 




tlmt letler to my fiither; 




.Wui. No— null-lam blinJ. bIus !— it «iwinyliule 




guide. 




.J»/. Yes, but didn't jou bid ma rand iir IRtUr.-i. 




Lhu. Ofi ! I Wish you Imd not donc ao 




JUiK. Soiim othar pcrsoii wniild. Il 




/,««. Thil'a Ifue-BnU «■lui did Ihe leltrr «ay ? M 




Jtf«(, Il siiyH ihat „n arcMiiii «f UiB prisoner in ihcH 




eaalle^Bnd who b ll.Bl pl-i«o»tir .' ^ 




Lau. Oh !— no oD« fc.iows who il k ■ 




,Wul. The cboîalÎBr oanoot come lo llirow huuaelf at 




^T»r]'<K.rFlor»laQ! 




jVn(. But that (bis night 




iau. Tliis uiijlit 1 




SONG.— UUBETTB. 




Oli i would the ni^l.t niy bliisbes bide, 
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The ttulh lo thee i would cûuBdo. 
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Tes, ycB, l'own 'tis trué^ 

Whene'er his eye^ I meiet, 

My heart begins to beat ; 
It beats, and trembles too. 

For wlien my band he gentlj presses^ 
A struggling sish I fear confesses, 
Ah ! more tnan olushes could impart ; 
And more tban woids betrays my heart. 

Oh ! would tbe night my blushes hide, 
The truth to thee 1 would confîde. 
Tes, yes, I own His tnié, 
Wnene*0r his eyes I meet, 
My heart begins to beat ; 
It beats, and trembles too. 

Mat. Tou loTC him then, Laarette? ^ 

Lau> Oh, most dearly, that I do, dày and nighf , (raly* 
ftnd sincerely. 

Jtfa/. And do yoq not fear to own it ? 

tttm. No, n9t to yoa. Tou seeti|i I^ind and tender- 
hearted, and yôh speak gently to me ; and then yoa 
cannot s6e me Whether I blush or noj>-— «id èo — I am 
not afraid. 

Mat. Pretty Latirette ! 

Ltou, But who told you I was pretty ? 

Jtfo/. Alas ! being blind, I guess only by (he voice ; 
the softness and swedtness of that is beauty to me. Bot 
Ict mo counsel yoo, my innocent. Thèse knfglits, thesé' 
men of high descont, bewarevf thera ; when t^ey veem 
most devoted to your beauty, they are least fbvgetful of 
their own rank, and the nobleness'of ymir soûl fe over- 
looked by the pride of their own high birth. 

Larl, But my birth is not inferior to his, though my 
father is now in banishment 

Mat* No ! — and does hc know it ? 

ZjOU. Tes ; and never talks to me but in words of 
goodness and honour : and if it wasnH that my father 
is so passionate, 1 should havo told him every thing 
long ago. 
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As when in darkness shrouded. 

Good sir. repeat ihat pretly straui, 

Pray air-iin. aiiain. 
A lesson kiiid il doe> impart, 
To guard açralnst a lovcr's art. 

Wiîh al! lAv heart. 
Tiie iTod of love a bandeau wears ; 
W'ould you know what it déclares. 

And why his eyes are clouded : 
'Tis to show Us ihat liis pow'r 
Is ne'er su fatal, no'cr so suie, 

As when in darknejs shrouded. 



Lr.:. Look, liiere arc two pilirrims meetnii; my fathor 
— -' (• — hc einbraocs one :jf liieni — sure, ihose cannot 
br tiif vi-i! ers lie cxpocted — 1 niust £ro 

.V'/. A 'ïiomcnt, Laureîte — I hâve soniethino; to say 

L'i'i. About FJorcstan ' 
Mil. No : 

/- "/. Dh ! ihen I can't slay. ''Exil into the house. 

Mit. Tiiey are coming this way. 1 can't relire liil 
niy jjaide cornes. 

Knltr Sir Owen, Blondel, and Pilirrim. 

Sir My brave frirnd. how rejoic'd I am to see you. 
\ Il aro woîl disiriii.sc'd indeed; i niysoît'sijou'tl never 
h;ivc :;'!<'ssM il was fîlondni. 

Mut. IJlondel! wiiat do I i:ear! [.Isidt. 
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Blon, Caution, my friend« My searchi would be fruit* . 
less indeed, should I be discovered. — And see. 

[PoirUin^ to Matilda, 

Sir O. It is a; poor blihd youth, a wandenng minstrel 
who di verts the petsants. ;^ 

Mat. Shall I piay^wor^y gentlemen 7 I bave a ditty - 
made by « royal lover, on ths lady whom he loved. 

[Plays, 

Sir O. Wby are you so ii^iich astonished 1 

Blon, That was made by my gallant master — -prithee 
go on. [Sheplays ctgain.'] Oh ! how it.reminds of happy 

days! T^U me, boy— where could you learn that 

tune 1 

Mai. I was taught ît by a servant of king Richardes 
camp, who said he had heard the king himself sing to it. 

Blim. Even so ; — he made it for the lovely and unfortu- 
nate Matilda; unfortunate indeed ! — for passing through 
Artois, I learned that she had left her father'*s court, 
and âed almost alone, upon the rumour that thé royal 
Richard had been treacb^ously seized, as he returned 
from Palestine. — O ! if her gallant monarch yet lives, 
sure heaven will guide some of those who seek him to 
the prison that immurs him^ 

Sir O. Perhaps the fajr Matilda alone has had intel- 
ligence. 

Blon. O ! no — But yesterday I passM the seneschars, 
her father's trusty friend, who with a chosen band of 
troops was searching to reclaim her ; and he had learned, 
that stript of her companions by perfidy, or death — she 
had sought the sheltcr of a monastry. 

Mat. The senesschal so near. [j^side.'] Gracious sir, 
if music has pleasM you, will you entreat your kind 
host to lodge this nig'ht a poor harmless minstrel, who 
lost his precious sigbt in Palestine, and I will play ail 
night to sooth you. 

iBlon, Ppor youth. — He will, I doubt not. — 

[Makes figns to Antonio., who leads off Matilda, 

SirO, 1 had refused him only from the caution 1 
thought due to you. But come, you must forget the 
pilgrim awhile — we'll in to supper soon. In the mean 
time ni sing you a song, and thèse my rustic neigh* 
bours sball join the chorus. 



Every nian inust liave his way ; 
But to niy poor way of thinking, 
Trio joy is drinking. 

Chorus. Rut to iny poor way of thinking, 
True joy is drinking. 

Cœur de liion loves tlie wars, 
Jlifjhtird's joy is blows and scars ; 
(À);iiincr'd pao-ans fly before liim, 
Clii islian waniors ali adore liim ; 
Watcjiiiii», inarching night and day. 

■"Woll î weU I 
Every man must bave lus way , 
^ lîut to my poor way ofthinking, 

True joy ia diinking. 

Chorus. But to my poor way of Ihinking, 
True joy is drinking. 

You loo, pilfrrims, love your trade, 
Yoii recruit thi' bold crusade, 
IVIaking znalots cross tlie océan 
In a fit of fierce dévotion ; 

Pib'rinis love to fast and pray. 
Well ! well î 

Kvery man must bave his way ; 
JîJt to my pour way of tbinking, 
Triio jdv is «irinkinif. 
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Chorus. But to my poor way of thinkuig, 

True joy is drinking Exeunt, 

SCENE m. A Chamberinthe Castle, 

Enter Richard and Florestan. 

Jlieh. Florestan ! 

Flor, S'irel 

Hich. Your fortune is in your power. 

Flor. Sire ! — my honour is. 

Rieh. Honour ! to a traitor ! — a base ! perfidious — 

Flor, Did I believe him so, I would not serve him ; 
and not believing, I must not listen, where I dare not 
mnswer. 

Ricft. But Florestan [Florestan botes,, and cari/.] 

Oh God ! — oh misery ! — Is this to be my lot for ever ! — 
Am I doomM by a vile traitor^s craft to wear my life 
away in ignomînious bondage ! — But Richard is forgot 
— -desertod by his people— by the world ! — [He looks on 
€t Piclure.'] Image of her I love ! — come — Oh ! calm, 

console my heart No — thou doest redouble ail my 

grief»— thou art my despair O, death ! I call on thee 

— thy dart alone can break my chains — ^my freedom is 
my grave l 

SON G.— Richard. 

Lost to the world, forgot, forlorn, ^ 

In vain to me returns the morn 

That brings no more my glorlous toils ; 
Yet bless the beams that gave to sight 
This image of my souPs aelight, 

This heaven of soothing smiles. 
Vain is the thought of former power 
To sooth the présent moumful hour : 
O, death ! be thou my friond ; 
Hopeless I live, my sorrows end. [,Exit, 
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Senti7id on each Side. 

Enter Richard and Florestan. 

Flor. The mornin^ breaks — the fresh air is ligliten'4 
hy the dawn — profit of it, sire, for youT healtirs sake. — 
\V'ilhiii au hoiir your a^uards inust do their duty, and 
y ou will be again sccluded froiri Ibe day. [Exit. 

[Richard walks to the furfhcr End of the Terranc^ and 
r(.mai?is in a Posture ofdeep despair. 

Enter Matilda mid Antonio 07i the other Side the Fosse 

and Parapet. 

Mat. Antonio, stay awliile; hère on lliis risinnf ground 
we'll rest — I love to feel tiie puic fresh air — it is Ihe 
babny brealh of morn, whispcring the sun's approach, 
\Voro are \ve now .■' 

A lit. Close to the parapet of tb.e castle which you bid 
me brinfT you to. — [.Mat ilda off'ering to get iipon the Par- 
apft.'] Ah ! don't attempt to get npoii it — you'll fall. 

Mat. Indecd ! Wcll hère, kirid boy — lake this mone^'-, 
and iio buy somcthiii!;^ for us, Ihat we inay breakfast. 

.'7///. You ^ive me a fi-reat deal — 

Mat. Keep for yourself what is too mncb. 

.'Int. Oh. thank you î and pray takc care not to jro too 
near ihe moat. [Exif. 

Mdt. W'hen you return wo will vvalk to some sbade 
-^sluiU wof* — You don't mihiwer me — lie is gone — and 
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now laen — [Lifts up the Bandeau^ and raises herselfi 
t)it Patapet.] Ah ! no onQ to be seen ! 

JUch A year — a year is pass'd î hope is exhausted î 
Mal» How still ! how silent — Sure if those walls en- 
dose him, my voice niay reach their deepest recesse»— 
Oh î if he is hère he will remcmber the strain — 'twaa 
4t»e ofbring of his earliest love in happy days— of love 
for h^r, who now uncortain of his fale — y et shares his 

Rick. No cheering thought ! no glimmering ray of 
por.8oUtion — O mernory î — O Matilda î [Matilda plays,^ 
Wlat lounds ! — heavens ! — the very strain 1 once — Oh î 
}et ne Iie&r^< 

_Mii, [Sings.'] One night in sickness lying, 
A prey to grief and pain. 

Rch. Heaven, Ihat voicd ! 

Jtfiof. [Slngs.] When aid of man was vain, 

And hope and life were flying, 
Then came my mistress to my bed. 
And dealh, and pain, and sorrow fled. 

[She stops and raises herselfio listen. 

[Richard^while she sings^ hcn^ing expressed the extrêmes 
of surprise^ hope^ atid joy^ seems to endeavour to re-r 
call to fus memori/ tlht rest of the ditty^ and recollecl 
ing it^ arjwsrsy - . 

The gentle lears soft falling 

Of her whom I adore, 
My tender hopes recalling, 
Did life and love restore. 
Could I but view Matilda's eyes, 
Fortune, thy frowns I should despise. 



( Tcgether.) 



Richard. 
The gentle tears soft falling 

Of her SCI long ador'd, 
My tender hopes recalling, 
^ave ^)ve and life restor'd. 



Matilda. 
My gontTe tearc soft falling 

For.him eo long ador'd, 
His tender hopes recalling, 
Hâve love and liie restorM. 



Mit. Arc you stran;çers passinç ncar, 

l'IoasM, pcrhaps, niy soni^ to hear? 

CiioHus. — Soldicrs. 

To ])rison strniçrht. to prison straio^lit ; 
Tiiere lie niay siiitr early a/id lalo. 

Mit. Ah, çfood sir, no aniror, pray, 

W'itii pity licar wliat l'vo to say \ 
Tlu! SarartMis, sn tioroo in fiifht, 
IlavG (Icprived ino of iny siirlit. 
I kuow not u'iiat tliis ariircr's for, 
rvc biisiiuîss wiili llie f^overnor ; 
'Tis ofinonionl. you wiU see. 
And lie should know it instantly. 

C II '5 R rs — Solth'rrs. 

You know not what our anjrer's for, 
And woiild spcak wiMi tiie governor? 

M,il. "ri-: ofuiomont, you will sce, 

And ho shoiild know it instantly. 

Chorus. — So!dicr.'<. 

Well, you sliall sco the o-ovemor, 
He'll tell you what our anger's for ! 
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fiut since your business is of weight, 

We^ll suspend awhile your fate. 

Hark ! — ne cornes, the governor ; 

And iiow take heed, take heed, pert youtb, 

To un the truth ; 

For if y ou lie, 

You surely die 

Enter Florkstan. 

Mat, Where is the governor ? 

Flor, Hère ! 

Mat, On which side ? 

Flor, Uerel— 

Mat. I bave something of importance to communicate 
to him. 

Ffor, Attempt no trifling, or you perish that instant. 

Mat, Ah, sir! those who hâve lost their sight are 
balf deprivM of life already î — Is it for a poor blind min- 
strel like me to attempt to deccieve you ? 

Flor, Speak then. 

Mat. Are we aione ? — ^Now I think my device can't 
fail- [^âside, 

Flor. ISigns to the Soldiers^ who retire,'] We are alone. 

Mat. Then, sir, the lovely Laurette— - 

Flor, Speak lower. 

Mat. The beauteous Laurette, sir, bas read to me the 
letter you sent her yesterday ; in which you expressed 
your joy at her confessing her love for you, and press 
60 niuch fur an opportunity to speak with her, 

Ffor. Well, my good friend, and what says she ? 

Mat. She says you may safely call at her father's 
bouse tbis evenmg, at any hour you please. 

Flor. At her father's ho use î 

McU. Yes ; she says her father bas some friends with 
him, to wbom he mcans to give a fête, and takes the 
.opportunity of a wedding in the neighbourbood to in- 
vite a'.l the village to bis bouse, where there will be 
notbing but feastmg, dancing, and merriment; during 
which, Laurette says, she will find means to speak with 
you, and you may easily make a pretenco for a visit, 



■A»- •••.^■' 



/ r/. Ha ! ha ! !ia ! ridiculousenough ! — Butyou hâve 

1. ;,:iy tloiM^ il vcry wcll — licre is a purse for — 

[Offers money. 

Mit. riirdon, L^ood f]fovornor — sliould any one be 
iK' :r. aiid observe liiat you rcward nie, tliey vvill suspect 
.- -II. ■■ iiin.'/ 

/"/'/. ' l'is vriy truc \^JIc. crosses bjj lier. 

J! /. lîiit, Mr. (Jovcnior, lest they sliould — 

/ Vor. Wcll î 

."^hJ. ()li,you are on that sidc — T say, lest they should 
i:u( -s :ii uiy errajid, had'nt, you botter seem angry, and 

.- ' rcjoiniiind nie, and t^t-nd me back ? 

/''.'or. {Sti^us /() f/ir Soh/irrs la corne doirn.j You are 
rinlil -ii|»on iny lite ili'hi is a vcry clcver lad — though 

h"' js hlijid. 

DlAI-OLGC fnul CllROUS. 

3/f//. Sir, to blâme ine is most hard. 

For the noise pray bhnne tbe jfuard. 

Fi(jr. Tiiey should nol s» iid such foolish boys, 
For such a message — such a noise. 

f ' 1 1 <) u L' s .—SoLiirrs. 

Silenre. frllow. nnd hro-one, 
'Tvvas \ou alaruTd th<> «rarrison, 
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Enter Antosio, frighiened and crying. 

AnU Ah ! ffood sir, forgive him, pray, 
Ah ! Eear with pity what I say ; 
The Saracens, so fierce in fight, 
Hâve deprived him of his sight. 
And shut him from the blessed light. 

Chorus. — Soldiers. 

'Tis well for thee, [To MaiUda. 

For couldst thou see, 

Thou hadst died by our decree. 

So haste away, 

Begone, I say, 
And if again we catch you hère, 
Be assurM 'twill cost you dear. [Exeunt, 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. — A great Hall in Sir Owen^s House* 

Blonoel and Friend^ wilh Sir Owen. 

Blon, My firiend, I would without profession trespass 
on your hospitality, but in truth, we must away — our 
search, I do perceive, is fruitless hère — and till I learn 
some tidings of my royal mastcr^s state, I cannot tarry 
for mirthjs sake — therefore we leave you to your rural 
guests, and may gay content be with you. 

Sir O. I cannot blâme your haste, though I lament il 
— yet one night methinks — ^you will see gay pastimes 
and simple joUity, but such as will divert you, beheve 
me ; and see hère is my little prattler, Julie, will join in 
my request* 



[. Ttiiiy lonï sii grave I ii 
i>. Oli ! Bf>— Irv. 



1- Wo «I 



■sa,lhlll il 



H/it. BiiL indeeri vou sl.ail not po— for if you gn 

.y, iiiy iiilher will \a,ia no ohp. lo lalk to whilc we 

lin ilniicinff Btid rannincaboiit. 

irO. Yutt lilllBmguo.howdo Too know Irut I in- 

I le Unnce myrtlf? 

ii'k. Liril. iir. iHst wduW Iib plDaBnnl — Im I lia I 1 

ilil lilte to iicefou âant^I 

ir (). Walt you are «try gooil, howcver, Julie, tO 

1 1110 to l)u »on« way smiisiid — it la rory uoiiBideralo 
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AU on the green, with ffurlands freah and fair, 
Oh ! what delight, would you our pastime share. 

With dance and song 

Well jom the throng 
And hanish every care ; 

For 8uch a thème, 

Though young I seem, 

Yet sing I may one tender lay. 

O love î O gentlest pow'r, 

Smile on the wedding hour. 

Enter Servant. 

''fferv. S», tbe senescbal is corne, leaving hia troops 
^>ov»4he wood ; with a few followers, he waits impa- 

^^enily v> speak to you 

- , ^^ ^-\ *ojne. [JExit Servanl.l My friends, it shall not 
be feiewell ft^ i ^gi retum. 

IJi^xu, leaving Jtdie^ toho looks back^ and makes sigm to 

niondel not to Uave ihem. 
i* ncnrf. Yau s\iU av^id being known to the senes- 

t?^' ^^l^^l ^ ™*^ s*^«ly <ii8cloBe mygelf ; but 
wherefore,if Richard ^ -^ 

Enter btinjani, 

Serv. There is a youth without, \«ho Shys ho muet be 
admitted to you. 

Blon. Tome? 

Serv. He that you heard play and sing yet^erday. 

Blon. Pray let hira corne. — lExU Servant.'] }^i after 
we will pursue our joumey. 

£n/«r Matilda 

Mat. How, sir ? Did you doubt to see me f — I hâve 
spent the day requesting it. You should not hâve 
paused upon it, but hear me, and aione. [Exit Pilgrim. 

Blon. I knew not your désire sooner — but how is ihim 
good youth? — ^you were blind yesterday. 

C 
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and lioivcn désert tlice î ^^^^^^" 

J^lna. VVhat cari this meati ? My royal niaster — 
.V'i/. Blondel — your kinir — your leader — -your friep»^ 

— f>a.ss but thèse i^ates and you beiiold h\s prison —but 

liold — 



Knler Sm Owen, speaking to fhe -Seiies^l^^'> and^wo 

Kniglils. 

Sir O. Nay, but the youîii vo" spe^k ofia — 
Snics. M.ililda— my noble /nistriiss l [Aneels.] thus lel 
me excuse the abrupt intrusioi ofn-y duty. 

Ji/on. Matilda .' • • /. 

Ma/. Rih-e, senosc.'ial !--Ves 3latilda— a fuflfitive from 
aîl .sht! ovved h.';r sf'^don ^nd a ialhor's love — but Icll 
th( m pejM-lcss tlicbard " «is iho cause — and tell them too, 
tli;it hoiv'C'i al ieriirltJ lias saricliori'd vviiat resisllesM love 
rv.sohcl — Scneselal. I know your zeal, and firm attach- 
Difi.f to your ii'-'^tpr's ffioiid — Sir Owen, your monarch 
is in chanis- and you are a Britun- — 
S/r (). ^*t' will dehver hirn. or die 1 
[ff'/,y>' thr Si/mp!iOn!j plat/:f. some of the SencschaVs 
^Kirli/ ira ouf and return witli nurt of their Friends 
to iv/ioni tlu ij seein to relate wkat has passed, as Ihey 
rtuiice tkemseh'.es belcuid J\Iatilda. 

Dialogue and Chorus. 

Mal. Yes, cavaliers, yoii castle drear. 
Great F-ichard ie a prisnnei there. 
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C HORUS. — Cavaliers. 

Strange the tidin^ that you bring, 
Great Richard — Ëngland's mighty king ! 

Mai. Tes, cayaliers, yon castle drear, 
Great Richard is a prisoner there. 

Chorus.— Ca»o/icr*, 

Can it be what you relate f 
Who explor'd the monarch's fate ? 

Mat. 'Twas I, with song and veiled eyes, 
ApproachM the walls in safe disguise ; 
His voice I heard — Ah, doubt ye yetf 
And could my heart that voice forget 
No, cavaliers, ^on castle drear, 
Kin^r Richard is a prisoner there ; 
Not lone a prisoner shall he be, 
Whom k>ve and valeur join to free ! 

Chorus. — CavcUiers. 

Not long a prisoner shall he be» 

Let us arm ; 
Hère we swear to set him free. 

Give th' alarm ! 

Bion. Haste is vain, 

Tis prudence must his freedom gain ; 
Prudence must you rage restrain. 

Chorus. — Cavaliers. 

Let us arm. 

Mat. Blondel, check the rash alarm. 

What should be done, oh, quickly telf ; 
Cavaliers, oh, listen to Blondel. 
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Chorus. — Cavaliers, 

Blondel! Blondel ! itis Blondel. 

Mat» Tes, cavaliers, it is Blondel, 

The friend of Richard, mark him well. 

Blon. Let our deeds our friendship tell, 
In the battle — mark Blondel. 

Chorus. — Cavaliers. 

Let us arm, &c. &;c. 

Mat. Andyou my gallant friends. — But thanks would 
wrong you — -the cause is yours. — You, Sir Owen, know 
this govemor. Is he a man whom gold 

Sir O. 1 must be just. He's one whom neither l^or 
nor interest will sway. 

Blon. Then force aloije's our hope. 

Mat. Attend a moment — Sir Owen, Florestan is ap- 
prised that you intend this ni^ht a rural feast ; he means 
to be a partaker of your mirth^ in hopes of speakingf 
with Lauretté. 

Sir O. How? \ ^-i,' , ,_ ' 

Mat.l cannot now explain this; fiât he assured he 
will be hère. Some chosen guard» may tlien sorround 
him, and demand thekinsr'sdeliveranoe. If he refuses — 

Blon. Then to arms î— fiere indeed is hope. Seneschal, 
direct your men to pass the wood, and nearer the morass 
attend our signal. Let us prépare and arm. 

[Exeunt BlorideU Seneschal^ and Cavaliers. 

Enter Lauretté and Servants, 

Lau. My father, your village friends will be hère 
straight, and the music is not yet corne — then how shall 
we dance. 

Sir O. Tlîey will be hère my child — fear not, my dear 
Lauretté. [Sir O. seems to give directions to the Servants, 
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Lan, My dear Laurette, so î he'^s not angry wilh me 
now — my dear fàther, [To Sir Owen.'] now 1 am bappy î 
only l wish Florestan could be hère to-night. 

Mai, IJiside.] Charming Laurette! but I dare not 
trust iier yet — Wa happy, however, that the course we 
havc determined on, is free from any péril to Florestan. 

[MatUda goes to Laurette and ialks to her. Laurette 
expresses surprise at seeing her no longer blind. 

Sir O. And mark me, you William, set my old buck- 
1er and srreat sword in my closet. 

Will. Sir, theyMI be cumbersome to dance in. 

Sir O. Fellow, do as I bid you. [Pushes him outJ] Oh, 
more lights hère in the hill — and, d'ye hear — be ready to 
welcome ail comers. [Exit servant. Observing Laurette 
and MalUda.'] 1 must not appear in their secrets yet. 

T»io. — Matilda, Laurei^e, and Sir Owen, 

Mat» [Aside to Laurette.} 

Tes, yes, Florestan will be hère, 

Âfler the dance he will appear. 
léOU. Oh ! what delight, what joy Hwill be ; 

Sure he'll find means to speak to me. 
Mat. [7b Sir Owen^ seeing him approach.} 

We no secrets hâve, good knight, 

I am saying thftt my sight 

Is again r6siûr*d to light. 
Lau. [Very dentur^.] 

Yes, my fatber, very true, 

We no secrets hâve from you ; 

The youth^s well bred anà honest too. 
. Svr O. Vm sure you hâve no mystery, 

Pray talk on, and donH mind me. 
Lau, [To MatUda aside.'\ 

But does he know how well I love, 

And does he swear hell constant prove f 
MtU, Had you but seen the genVous youth, 

He knelt and yow^d eternal truth. 
IjUU, Kneel and vow. 

Ah ! he^ll be true ; Tm happy now. 
Sir O. What, he tells thee that his sight 

li again restored to light ! 
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With his présence ail things cheeiing', 
Flowers how sweet — the sun how bright, 
Œorus. Join hearts, join hands. 
In loving bands ; 

None are happy till they're pairM ; 
Nothing's joy that is not sharM. 
^ni. O'er the sultry niountain ranging, 
Shade and pasture ever changing, 
Soon I tire my flock to tend: 
But if chance Collette address me, 
Toil and beat no more oppreas me, 
Soon, too soon, my labours end. 
Chjonu. Join hearts, join hands. 
In loving bands ; 
None are happy, &c. &c. 

Dance of PeasanU, Florestan hamng eniered, and re- 
q7iested Laurbtte to be his Partner^ is pr^aring to 
dance^ Drums beat to ârms, The Peasanis retire, 
Flor. Ha ! what do I hear ! 

[Sir Owen and Matilda^s KnighU aproaeh kim. 
Sir O. Sir — you are my priaonér. 
F/or. Sir î 
Sir O. You. 
Flor, What treaaon is this ? 

Chorus. — CoMiliers, 

Vain défiance, stnve no more, 
Yield our king— our chief restore; 
Vain résistance — fate^s decree 
Sets imprison'd Richard firee. 



Flor, Threats he fears not, who is just 
To his honour, to his trust 



lExeuni. 



SCENE IL 



JUpresenting the Castle assauîted hy Matilda^s TVoops. 
JBLONDEL puts himself ai the head of the Pioneers, 
and the assauU continues, Richard appeaxs en the 



/I,rl,. OloïO! O graliUide :— But, O Mdlilda !— what 
Il I say lo Ihee. lay soufs beloved ! my daliverance ! 
/ r.-«-j.id: [E:<ibratei her. To Sir 0«en, A-;.] 1 hive 
>ri) llianks to pay. My heiLrt fccis ail it owea. And 
ion to my naliïe England 1 relurn, so msy 1 prOBper 
my BUbject's love, as I chetish in Iho memory of mj 



sliould be & 



e my reign— 



med 



Oh ! may Ihey wUli reaistiasa [ 
Protecl the blesaing wdieh t 
Faithful lovera banisli fear, 
Our delight, our (riumph shan 
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